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WILLIAM COLLINS 
Ws born at Chichenterin Sassen, on thength 


dis earty education in his native place. In f7o9, he was admitted 
a cholar in Winchester College, under the tuition of Dr. Burton. 
He was disttaguisbed for his proficiency in classical learning, and 
his turn for ant composition. Ia 1740 be «rod first in the lin 
of «<bolars to be received in zucceslon at New College, Oxford ; 
but as no Yacancy bappencd, he became a commoner at Queen's 
College, where he war distisguisbed for genius and indolence. la 
July 1741, be was recom by his tutor to the zociety of Mag- 
, where he was chosen Demy, and continued there till be tad 
taken his batchclor's degree. In 1742 were publisbed his Oriental 
Eclogues. Weary of confinement and an academic life, in 1744 he 
came to London, a 1i y adventurer, Here he became immod- 
erately attached to the pleazures of fashionable dimipation; till 
overtaken by poverty he began in vain to plan «chemes for clabo- 
rate publications as means of relief. He publizhed proporals for 
a History of the Revival of Learning, planned everal trage- 
dies. In 1746 he publizbed bis Odes, dexcriptive and allegorical. 
In 1748 he wrote an Ode on the Death of Thomson, and the beau- 
tiful Dirge in Cymbeline. Want of resolution and perzeverance 
$ubjectey Mr. Coliins to the greatest diatrexvzes. Day uc ceeded day, 
for the support of which he had made vo provision, and in which 
he was to whaint cither by the long repeated contributions of 2 
friend, or the generovity of a_camal acquaintance. The death 
of bis Uncle, Lieutenant Colonel Martin, put him in porenion of 
noool. a wm which he did not live to exhaust. This acceasion of 
fortune came too late. He bad been 0 long harrancd by anxiety, 
diwipation, and diztrew, that he fell into a nervous disorder, ac- 
companied with an enconquetable deprevion of spirits, which te- 
duced the finest under wanding to the most deplortble dullness, He 
erndeavenred, by travelling, to dizperse these chat which be per- 
rte gatheging on bis intellects, He had with Srawn from study 
an rich with him onfy one book. A friend taking it into his 
Nad to =... Fat comperron 2 man of letters hyd chosen, found it 
un Figl Tearrment, nick as children carty to school. I have 
but one book,” remarked Collins, but it is the bent.” He was 
for some time confned in » hoax of lnnatics, and afterwards te- 
tired to the care of his vieter at Chichester, where death came to 
his relief, in 17465, in the q5th year of bis age. Such was 
the end of Collins; » man of an clevated genivs and extensive 
Karting; who was loxt to the world in the prime of life, without 
r of fine abilities, which, properly employed, might 
have 2 him ts eminence in any profenion. Dr. Johnson bas 
en of the productions of Collins in «evere and injurious terms, 
very different opinion of their excellencies, is, however, main- 
tained by critics of anqbeztionable reputation. The pieces 
omitted in this zelection aste tuch as with too much obscur» 
Ry and abeurd traditions. SG 


of December, 1721. | 
His father was a res ble tradesman of that city. He received 
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ORIENTAL ECLOGUES. 


ECLOCUE I, 
Selim ; or, the Shepherd's Moral. 
Scene, a Valley near Bagdat.— Time, the Morning. 
; Ye Persian maids! attend your Poet's lays, 


© And hear how shepherds pass their golden days. 
© Not all are bless'd, whom Fortune's hand sustains 


« With wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the plains; 


Well may your hearts believe the truths I tell; 

«'Tis virtue makes the bliss where'er we dwell.” 
Thus Selim sung, by sacred Truth inspir'd; 

Nor praise, but such as Truth bestow'd, desir'd: 

Wise in himself, his meaning songs convey'd 

Informing morals to the shepherd maid; 

Or taught the swains that zurest bliss to find, 

What groves nor streams bestow—a virtuous mind. 
When zweet and blushing, like a virgin bride, 

The radiant morn resum'd her orient pride; 

When wanton gales along the vallies play, 

Breathe on each flow'r, and bear their sweets away; 

By Tygris' wandering waves he sat, and zung 

This useful lesson for the fair and young. 

| « Ye Persian dames!' he said, to you belong, 

L 3 may they please l) the morals of my song: 

© No fairer maids, I trust, than you are found, 

« Grac'd with soft arts, the peopled world around! 

© The morn that lights you, to your loves supplies 


Each geatler ray delicious to your eyes; 
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For you those flow'rs her fragrant hands bestow, 

And yours the love that kings delight to know. 

« Yet think not these, all beauteous as they are, 

The best kind blessings Heaven can grant the fair. 

« Who trust alone in beauty's feeble ray, 

« Boaxt but the worth Basora's“ pearls display: 

« Drawn from the deep, we own their surface bright; 

© But, dark within, they drink no lustrous light. 


Such are the maids, and such the charms they boat; 


By sense unaided, or to virtue lost. 

« Self-flatt'ring sex! your hearts believe in vain, 

© That love shall blind, when once he fires the swain; 
Or hope a lover by your faults to win, 

As spots on ermine beautify the skin. 

Who seeks secure to rule, be first her care 

« Fach soſter virtue that adorns the fair; 

Each tender passion man delights to find, 

« The lov'd perfections of a female mind! 

« Bless'd were the days, when Wisdom held her 
And shepherds sought her on the gilent plain; ſ reign, 
With Truth she wedded in the secret grove, 
Immortal Truth! and daughters blessed their love. 

O hate, fair maids! ye Virtues! come away, 
Sweet Peace and Plenty lead you on your way! 
The balmy sbrub for you shall love our shore, 
© By Ind* excell'd, or Araby, no more. - 

Lost to our fieids, for so the Fates ordain, 

The dear dezerters shall return again. [clewr; 
Come thou, Whose thoughts as limpid springs are 
To lead the train, sweet Modesty appear: 

Here make thy court amidst our rural scene, 
And shepherd-girls shall own thee for their queen. 
2 With thee be chastity, of all afraid, 

« Distrusting all, a wise suspicious maid ; 

« But man the most—not more the mountain doe 

« Holds the swift falcon for her deadly foe. 


* The gulph of that name, famous for the pearly-Gubery, 
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Cold is her breast, like flowers that drink the dew; 
© A vilken veil conceals her from the view. 
© No wild desires amidst thy train be known, 
But Faith, Whose heart is fix'd on one alone; 
« Desponding Meekness, with her down-cagt eyes, 
And friendly Pity, full of tender sigha; 
And Love the last. By these your hearts approve; 
These are the virtues that must lead to love.” 

Thus sung the swain; and ancient legends gay, 
The maids of Bagdat verify'd the lay: 
Dear to the plains, the Virtues came along; 
The shepherds lov'd, and Selim bless'd his song. 


ECLOGUE Il, 
Hassan ; or, the Camel- Driver. 
Scene, the Dezart.— Time, Mid-Day. 


In silent horror, o'er the boundless waste, 

The driver Hassan with his camels pass d; 

One cruse of water on his back he bore, 

And his light scrip contain'd a scanty store: 

A lan of painted ee in his hand, 

To guard his shaded face from scorching sand. 

The $ultry zun had gain'd the middle sky, 

And not a tree, and not an herb was nigh: 

The beasts, with pain, their duty way pursue, 

Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view! 

With desperate sorrow wild, th' affrighied man, 

Thrice sigh'd, thrice struck his breast, and thus began: 
« Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
When first from Schiraz' walls I bent my way! 

© Ah! little thought L of the blasting wind, 

The thirst or pinching hunger that I find! 

+ Bethink thee, Hassan, where shall thirst assuage, 

+ When fails this cruse, his unreleating rage? 
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Soon shall this zcrip it's precious load resign; 
« Then what but tears and hunger shall be thine? . 
« Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear 
© In all my griefs a more than equal share! 
Here, where no springs in murmurs break away, 
Or moss-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
© In vain ye hope the green delights to know, 
Which plains more bless d, or verdant vales bestow; 
Here rocks alone, and taste less zands are found, 
And faint and sickly winds for ever howl around. 
Sad was the hour, and lackless, was the day, 
© When first from Schiraz? walls | beat my way! 
Curt be the gold and silver which persuade 
* Weak men to follow far-fatiguing trade! 
The lily Peace outshines the silver store, 
* And Life is dearer than the golden ore; 
© Yet money tempts us o'er the dezart brown, 
© To every distant mart and wealthy town. 
© Full oft we tempt the land, and aft the sea; 
And are we only yet repaid by thee ? 
* Ah! why was ruin $0 attractive made? 
Or why, fond man, o easily betray'd ? 
© Why heed we not, while mad we haste along, 
© The =m_ voice of Peace, or Pleasure's gong ? 
* Or wherefore think the flow'ry mountain's side, 
The fountain's murmurs, and the valley's pride; 
Why think we these less pleasing to behold 
Thau dreary desarts, if they lead to gold ? | 
+ Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
When first from Schiraz* walls I bent my way! 
O ceaze, my fears\—all franticas Il go, 
© When thought creates unnumber'd scenes of woe 
* What if the lion in his rage I meet! - 
* Oft in the dust I view his printed feet : 
* And, fearful! oft, when Day's declining light 
« Yields her pale empire to the mourner Night, 
* By bunger rouz'd, he scours the groaning plain, 
* Gaunt wolves and zullen tigers in his train; 
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© Before them Death, with shrieks, directs their way! 
« Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 
« Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
© When first from Schiraz' walls I bent my wayl 
© At that dead hour the silent asp shall creep, 
© If aught of rest I find, upon my sleep: 
© Or some swoln serpent twist his scales around, 
© And wake to anguish with a burning wound. 
© Thrice happy they. the wise contented poor; 
From lust of wealth, and dread of death secure! 
© They tempt no desarts, and no griefs they find; 
Peace rules the day, where reason rules the mind. 
Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
When first from Schiraz' walls I bent my way! 
© O hapless youth! for she thy love hath won, 
© The tender Zara! will be most undone. 
Big swell'd my heart, and own'd the powerful maid, 
When fast she dropp'd her tears, as thus she said:“ 
« Farewell the youth, whom sighs could not detain; 
„% Whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in vain! 
Vet as thou go'st, may ev'ry blast arise 
„% Weak and unfelt 2s these rejected sighs! 
1% Safe o'er the wild, no perils may's thou see; 
« No griefs endure; nor weep, false youth! like me.“ 
O let me safely to the fair return, 
Say, with a kiss, she must not, shall not mourn! 
O let me teach my heart to lose it's fears, 
© Recall'd by Wisdom's voice, and Zara's tears!” 
He aid; and call'd on Heav'n to bless the day, 
When back to Schiraz' walls he bent his way. 
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ECLOGUE 111, 
Abra: or, the Georgian Sultana, 
Scene, a Pere. Tie, the Evening. 


In Georgia's land, where Tefflis* tow'rs are seen, 
In distant view along the level green; 

While evening dews enrich the glitt'ring glade, 
And the tall forests cast a longer shade; 

What time tis sweet o'er fields of rice to stray, 
Or scent the breathing maize at setting day; 
Amidst the maids of Zagen's peaceful grove, 
Emyra sung the pleasing carts of love. 

Of Abra first began the tender strain, 
Who led her youth with flocks upon the plain: 
At morn she came, those willing flocks to lead 
Where lilies rear them in the wat'ry mead: 

From early dawn the live-long hours she told, 

Till late at silent eve she penn'd the fold. 

Deep in the grove, beneath the secret shade, 

A various wreath of odorous flowers she made. 
Gay-motley'd pinks and sweet jonquils she chose , 
The violet . that on the moss-bank grows; 

All sweet to sense, the flaunting rose was there: 
The finish'd chaplet well adorn'd her hair. 

Great Abbas chanc'd that fated morn to stray, 
By love conducted from the chace away : - 
Among the vocal vales he heard her song. 

And sought the vales and echoing groves among. 
At length he found, and woo'd the rural maid; 
She knew the monarch, and with fear obey'd. 
© Be ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!' 
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„ That these flowers arc found in very great abundance in ame 
of the provinces of Pervia, we the Modern History of the ingeni- |» 
ous Mr. Salmon. 
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The royal lover bore her from the plain; 

Where still ber crook and bleating flock remain: 
Oſt as she went, she backward turn'd her view, 
And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu. 
Fair happy maid! to other scenes remove; 
To richer scenes of golden power and love! 
Go leave the simple pipe, and shepherd's strain; 
With love delight thee, and with Abbas reign. 

© B- ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 

© And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!” 


Yet, midst the blaze of courts, she hx'd her love, 


On the cool fountain, or the shady grove ; 
Still, with the shepherd's innocence, her mind 
To the sweet vale and flow'ry mead inclin'd : 


And oft' as Spring renew'd the plains with flow'rs, 
Breath'd his soft gales, and led the fragrant Hours; 


With sure return she sought the gyivan scene, 

The breezy mountains, and the fonests green. 

Her maids around her mov'd, a duteous band! 

Each bore a'crook all-rural in her hand: 

_ Some simple lay, of flocks and herds they sung; 

With joy the mountain and the forest rung. 
Ze ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 


© And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!” 


And oft the royal lover left the care 

And thorns of state, attendant on the fair; 

Oft to the shades and low-roof'd cots retir'd, 

Or sought the vale where first his heart was fir'd : 

A russet mantle, like a swain he wore, 

And thought of crowns and busy courts no more. 

© Re ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 

And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!' 
Bless'd was the life that roval Abbas led; 

Sweet was his love, and innocent his bed. 

What if in wealth the noble maid excel? 

The simple shepherd-girl can love as well. 

Let those who rule on Persia's jewell'd throne, 

Be fam'd for love, and gentlest love alone; 
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Or wreathe, like Abbas, full of fair renown, 

The lover's myrtle with the warrior's crown. 

„O happy days!" the maids around her say; 

O haste, profuse of blessings, haste away! 
© Be ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!* 


-  ECLOGUE IV, 
Agib and Secander ; or, the Fugitives, 
Scene, a Mountain in Circazaia. —Time, Midnight. 


In fair Circassia, where, to love inclin'd, 
Each swain was bless'd, for evt maid was kind; 
At that still hour, when awful midnight reigns, 
And none but wretches haunt the twilight plains; 
What time the moon bad hung her lamp on high, 
And pass'd in radiance thro*' the cloudless sky: 
Sad o'er the dews two brother shepherds fled, 
Where wild'ring fear and desp'rate sorrow led: 
Fast as they 'd their flight, behind them lay 
Wild ravag'd plains, and vallies stole away. 

Along the mountain's bending sides they ran; 
Till faint and weak, Secander thus began. 

Secan. O stay thee, Agib! for my feet deny, 
No longer friendly to my life, to fly. 
Friend of my heart! O turn thee and survey; 
Trace our ad flight thro? all it's length of way! 
2 first 3 that get are} ne ry ; 
A wide already pass'd with pain 
Yon mes cliff Whose dangerous path at ary 
And last, this lofty mountain's weary side! 

Agi. Weak as thou art, yet, hapless! must thou know 
The toils of flight, or some zeverer woe. 
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Still as I haste, the Tartar shouts behind, 
And shrieks and sorrows load the saddening wind; 
In rage of heart with ruin in his hand, | 
He blasts our harvests, and deforms our land. 
Lon citron grove, whence first in fear we came, 
Droops it's fair honours to the conquering flame; 
Far fly the swains, like us, in deep despair, - 
And leave to rufhan bands their 3 care. 

Secan. Unhappy land! Whose blessings tempt the 
In vain, unheard, thou call'st thy Persian lord! [ sword; 
In vain thou court'st him, helpless, to thine aid, 

To shield the shepherd, and protect the maid! 

Far off, in thoughtless indolence resign'd, 

Soft dreams of love and pleasure soothe his mind: 
Midst fair gultanas lost in idle joy, | 

No wars alarm him, and no fears annoy. 

Agih, Yet thee green hills, in summer's zultry heat, 

Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat. 

Sweet to the _ is Zabra's flow'ry plain, 

By nymphs and shepherds lov'd . vain! 

No mote the virgins shall delight to rove 

By Sargis* banks, or Irwan's shady grove; 

On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale, 

Or breathe the sweets of Aly's flow'ry vale: 

Fair scenes! but ah! no more with peace postest d, 
With esse alluring, and with plenty bless'd. 

No more the shepherds' whitening tents appear, 
Nor the kind products of a bounteous year; 

No more the date, with snowy blossoms crown'd ; 
But Ruin spreads her baleful fires around. 

Secan. In vain Circassia boasts her Spicy groves, 

For ever fam'd for pure and happy loves; 

In vain she boasts her fairest of the fair, 

Their eyes' blue languish, and their golden hair; 
Those eyes in tears their fruitless grief must send : 
Those hairs the Tartar's cruel hand shall rend. 

Agib. Ye Georgians wains! that piteous learn from far 
Circassia's ruin, and the waste of war; 
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Some weightier arms than crooks and staffs prepare, 
To shield your harvest, and defend your fair ; 
The Turk and Tartar like desigus purzuc, 
Fix'd to destrov, and steadſast to undo. 
Wild as his land, in native deserts bred, 
By lust zncited, or by malice led, 
The villata Arab, as he prowls for prey, 
Ott marks with blood and wasting flames the way; 
Yet none 30 cruel as the Tartar foe, | 
To death inur d, and nurs'd in scenes of woe. 
He said; when loud along the vale was heard 
A shriller sbriek, and nearer fires appear'd : 
Th“ affrighted shepherds, thro' the dews of night, 
Wide o'er the moon-light hills renew'd their flight, 
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ODES. 


TO PITY. 


O thou! the friend of man assign'd, 

With balmy hands his wounds to bind, 
And charm his frantic woe : 

When first Distress, with dagger keen, 

Broke forth to waste his destin'd scene, 
His wild unzated foe! 


By Pella's Bard, a magic name | 
By all the griefs his thought could frame, 
Receive my humble rite! | 

Long, Pity! let the nations view 
Thy sky-worn robes of tenderest blue, 
And eyes of dewy light. 


But wherefore need I wander wide 

To old Ilissus“ distant side? | 
Deserted stream, and mute! 

Wild Arun“ too has heard thy strains, 

And Echo, *'midst my native plains, 
Been $00th'd by Pity's Jute. | 


There first the wren thy myrtles shed, 
On gemlest Otway's infant head; 
To him thy cell was shewn: | 
And while he sung the female heart, 
With youth's soft notes unspoil'd by art, 
Thy turtles mix'd their oon. 
Come, Pity! c me; by fancy's aid, 
Ev'n now my thoughts, relenting maid! 
Thy temple's pride design: 
Its southern site, its truth complete 
| * A 28 Sussex. 
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Shall raise a wild enthusiast heat, 
In all who view the Shrine. 


There Picture's toil shall well relate, 

How chance, or hard involving fate 
O'er mortal bliss prevail: 

The buskin'd Muse shall near her stand, 

And, sighing, prompt her tender hand, 
With each disastrous tale. | 


There let me oft, retir'd by day, 
In dreams of passion melt away, 
Allow'd with thee to dwell; 
There waste the mournful lamp of night, 
Till, Virgin! thou again delight 
To hear a British shell. 
— 


TO FEAR. 


Thou! to whom the world unknown 
With all its shadowy shapes is shown; 
Who seest appall'd th' unreal scene, 
While Fancy lifts the veil between: 
Ah Fear! ah frantic Fear! 
I zee, 1 zee thee near! | | 
I know thy hurried step, thy haggard eye! 
Like thee I start, like * order d Hy. 
For, lo! what monsters in thy train appear! 
Danger, Whose limbs of giant mold 
What mortal eye can fix'd behold ? 
Who ﬆtalks his round, an bideous form ! 
Howling amidst the midnight storm, 
Or throws him on the ridgy sﬆteep 
Of some loose hanging rock to sleep: 
And with him thousand phantoms join'd, 
Who prompt to deeds accurs'd the mind; 
And those, the fiends, who near allied, 
O'er Nature's wounds, and wrecks preside; 
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While Vengeance, in the lurid air, 

Lifts her red arm, expos'd and bare; 

On whom that ravening Brood of fate, 

Who lap the blood of Sorrow, wait. 

Who, Feat! this ghastly train can see, 

And look not madly wild, like thee? 


EPODE, 
In earliest Greece, to thee, with partial choice, 
The grief-full Muse addrest her infant tongue; 
The maids and matrons, on her awful voice 
Silent and pale in wild amazement hung. 


Yet he, the Bard“ who first invok'd thy name, 
Disdain'd in Marathon its power to feel; 

For not alone he nurs'd the poet's flame, 
But reach'd from Virtue's hand the patriot's steel. 


But who is he, whom later garlands grace, 
Who, left a while o'er Hybla's dews to rove, 
With trembling eyes thy dreary steps to trace, 
Where thou and Furies shar'd the baleful grove? 


Wrapt in thy cloudy veil th' incestuous Queen + 
Sigh'd the sad call her son and husband heard, 

Wen once alone it broke the silent scene, | 

And he the wretch of Thebes no more appear'd. 


O Fear! I know thee by my throbbing heart; 

Thy withering power inspir'd each mournful line: 
Tho? gentle Pity claim her mingled part, 
Vet all the thunders of the scene are thine, 

ANTISTROPHE, 

Thou who such weary lengths hast past, 
Where wilt thou rest, mad Nymph! at last? 
Say, wilt thou shroud in haunted cell, 
Where gloomy Rape and Murder dwell? | 
Or in some hollow'd seat, | þ 
'Gaingt which the big waves beat, g 


* Tichylus. + Jocasta. 
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Hear drowning seamen's cries in tempests brought? 
Dark power! with shuddering meek 8ubmittec 
Be mine, to read the visions old, [thought 
Which thy awakening bards have told: 

And, lest thou meet my blasted vie w, 

Hold each strange tale devoutly true. 

Ne ler be I found, by thee oler-aw d, 

In that thrice-hallow's eve abroad, 

When ghosts, as cottage-maids believe, | 

Their pebbled beds permitted leave, 

And goblins haunt from fire, or fen, 

Or mine, or flood, the walks of any 


O thou! whoge spirit most posse 
The sacred seat of Shakespear's 1 
By all that from thy prophet broke, - 
In thy divine pane! Aa spoke, | 
Hither again thy fury deal; 
Teach me but once like him to feel : 
His cypress wreath my meed decree, 
And I, O Fear! will dwell with thee. 


TO SIMPLICITY. 


O thou! by Nature taught, 
To breathe her genuine thought, 
In numbers warmly pure, and sweetly strong; 
Who first on mountains wild, 
In Fancy, loveliest child, 


Thy babe, and Pleazure's, nurs'd the n of song! 


Thou! who with hermit heart 
Disdain'st the wealth of art, 

And gauds, and pageant weeds, and trailing pall; 
But com'st a decent maid, 


In Attic robe array'd, 
O chaste, unboastful 4 to thee I call, 
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By »!! che honey'd store 
On Hybla's thymy shore; | 
By all her blooms, and mingled murmurs dear; 
By her, Whose love-lorn woe, 
In evening musings slow, 
Sooth'd sweetly sad Electra's poet's car; 


By old Cephisus deep, 


Who spread his wavy m— 
In warbled wanderings rou 


On whose enamel'd zide, 
When holy Freedom died, 
No equal haunt allur'd thy future feet; 


O sister meek of Truth! 

To my admiring youth, 
Thy sober aid and native charms infuse. 

The flowers that sweetest breathe, 

Tho' beauty cull'd the wreath, | 
Still ask thy hand to range their order'd hues, 


While Rome could none esteem, 
But virtue's patriot theme, 2 
You lov'd her hills, and led her laureate band; 
But staid to sing alone | 
To one distinguish'd throne, 
And turn'd thy face, and fled her alter'd land, 


No more, in hall or bower, 
The passions own thy power; 
Love, only love, her forceless numbers mean: 
For thou hast left her shrine, 
Nor olive more, nor vine, 
Shall gain thy feet to bless the servile scene. 


Tho' taste, tho' genius bless 
To some divine excess, 
Faint 's the cold work till thou inspire the Whole: 
What each, what all supply, 
May court, may charm our eye; 
Thou, ouly thou, can'st _ the meeting soul! 
- 


thy green retreat, 
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Of these, let others azk, 
To aid zome mighty task ; 
I only seek to find thy temperate vale, 
Where oft my reed might sound 
To maids zhepberds round, 
And all thy ons, O Nature! learn my tale. 


Written la the year 1746. 


How zleep the brave, who sink to rest, 
By all their country's wishes blest! 
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallow'd mold, 
She there shall dress a sweeter tod, 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 


By Fairy hands their knell is rung; 

By forms unseen their dirge is zung: 
There Honour comes, a pilgrim gray, 
To bless the turf that wraps their clay; 
And Freedom shall awhile repair, 

To dwell, a weeping hermit, there. 


TO MERCY. 


| STROPHE, 
O thou! who xit'st a smiling bride 
By Valour's arm'd and awful! side, | 
Gent lest of sky-born forms, and best ador'd! 
Who oft with songs, divine to hear, 
Win's:t from his fatal grasp the spear, 
And hid'sﬆ in wreaths of flowers his bloodless sword; 
Thou who, amidat the deathful field, 
By godlike chiefs alone beheld, 
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Oft with thy bosom bare art found, | 
Pleading for him, the youth who sinks to : 
See, Mercy! zee! with pure and loaded | 
Before thy shrine my country's genius stands, 
And decks thy altar still, tho“ pierc'd with many a 
wound. 


ANTISTROPHE. 
When he whom ev'n our joys provoke, 
The Fiend of Nature join'd his yoke, 
And rush'd in wrath to make our ile his prey, 
Thy form, from out thy sweet abode, 
O'ertook him on his blasted road, 
And stop'd his wheels, and look'd his rage away. 
I gee recoil his sable steeds, 
That bore him swift to savage deeds; 
Thy tender melting eyes they own. 
O Maid! for all thy love to Britain shown, 
Where Justice bars her iron tower, 
To thee we build a rogeate bower, 
Thou, thou shalt rule our queen, and share our mon- 
__ arch's throne! | 
— LACOE 


TO EVENING, 


If aught of oaten stop, or pastoral song, 
May hope, chaste Eve! to — thy modest ear, 
Like thy own tolemu springe, 
Thy springe, and dying gales; 
O Nymph reserv'd! while now the bright hair'd zun 
Sits in yon western tent, Whose cloudy skirts, 
| With brede ethereal wove, 
O'erhang his wavy bed; 
Now air is hush'd, save where the weak-ey'd bat, 
With short shrill shriek flits by on leathern wing, 
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As oft he rises midst the twilight path, 
Against the pilgrim born in heedless hum; 

Now teach me, Maid compos'd ! 

To breathe some $often'd strain, | 
Whose numbers stealing thro' thy dark'ning vale, 
May not unseemly with its stillness zuit, 

As musing slow, I hail 

Thy genial lov'd return; 


For when thy folding- tar arising zhows 


His paly circlet, at his warning lamp 
The fragrant Hours, and Elves 


And many a Nymph who wreathes her brows with 


-_— 


edge, 
And 3 freshening dew, and lovelier still, 
The pensive Plessures sweet 
Prepare thy shadowy car. 
Then let me rove some wild and heathy scene, 
Or find some ruin midit its dreary dells, 
Whose walls more awful nod 
By thy religious gleams. 
Or if chill blust'ring winds, or driving rain, 
Prevent my willing feet, be mine the hut, 
That from the mountain's sides, 
Views wilds, and swelling floods, 
And hamlets brown, and dim-discover'd spires, 
And hears their simple bell, and marks o'er all 
Thy dewy fingers draw | 
The gradual dusky veil. 
While Spring sball pour his showers, as oft he wont, 
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest Eve | 
While Summer loves to sport 
Beneath thy ling' ring light; 
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While rallow Autumn fills thy lap with leaves, 


Or Winter, yelling thro” the troublous air, 
Afﬀrights thy shrinking train, 
And rudely rends thy robes; 


So long regardful of thy quiet rule, 


Shall Fancy, Friendship, Science, smiling Peace, 


Thy gentlest influence own, 
And love thy favourite name! 
— 


TO PEACE. 


O thou! who bad's thy turtles bear, 
Swilt from his grasp thy golden hair, 
And sought'st thy native skies; 
When War, by vultures drawn from far, 
To Britain bent his iron car, 
And bade his storms arise! 


Tir'd of his rude tyrannic sway, 

Our youth shall fix some ſestive day, 
His sullen shrines to burn: 

But thou, who hear'st the turning spheres, 

What sounds may charm thy partial ears, 
And gain thy blest return? 


O Peace! thy injur'd robes up-bind; 
O rise, and leave not one behind 
Of all thy beamy train! 
The British lion, Goddess sweet1 
Lies $tretch'd on earth to kiss thy feet, 
And own thy holier reign, 


Let others court thy transient smile, 

But come to grace thy western isle, 
By warlike Honour led; | 

And, while around her ports rejoice, 
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When Muzic, heavenly maid ! was young, 
While yet in early Greece she zung, 
The Passions oft, to hear her shell, 
Throng'd around her magic cell; 
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, _ 
Possess d beyond the Muse's pointing; 
By turns they felt the glowing mind LM 
Disturb'd, delighted, rais'd, refin'd ; 
Till once, t is taid, when all were fir'd, 
Fill'd with fury, rapt, ittspir'd, 
From the supporting myrtles round 
They $natch'd her instruments of sound, 
And 23 they oft had heard apart 
Sweet lessons of her forceful art, 
Zach, for madness rul'd the hour, 
Would prove bis own expressive power. 
First Fear his hand, its skill to try, 

Amid the chords bewilder'd laid, 


And back recoil'd he knew not why, 0 
Even at the sound himself had made. 

Next Anger rush'd, his eyes on fire, : 
In lightnings own'd his secret stings, 

In one rude clash be struck the lyre, | — 
And swept with hurried hand the strings. 5. 


With woeful meazures wan Despair— 
Low zullen sounds his grief beguil'd % 

A zolemn, strange, and mingled air! | Tl 

'T was 8ad by fs, by starts t was wild. 
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But thou, O Hope! with eyes 30 fair, 

What was thy delighted measure? 
Still it whisper'd promis'd pleazure, 

And bade the lovely scenes at distance hail! 

Still would her touch the strain prolong, 

And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 
She call'd on Echo still thro? all the song; 

And where her sweetest theme she chose, 

A soft responsive voice was beard at every close; 
And Hope enchanted smil'd, & wav'd her golden hair. 
And longer had sbe sung, —but, with a frown, 

Revenge impatient rose; | 
He threw his blood-stain'd sword in thunder down, 
And, with a withering look, 5 
The war-denouncing trumpet took, 
And blew a blast so loud and dread, 
Were ne'er prophetic sounds $0 full of woe; 
And ever and anon he beat 
The doubling drum with furious heat; 
And tho' sometimes, each dreary pause between, 
Dejected Pity at his side, | 
Her soul-subduing voice applied, 
| Yet still he kept his wild unalter'd mien, 
While eachsttain'd ball of sight seem'd bursting from 
his head. 
Thy numbers, jealousy! to nought were fix'd, 
Sad proof of thy distressful state; 
Of differing themes the veering song was mix'd, 
And now m courted Love, now raving call'd on Hate. 
With eyes up-rais'd, as one inspit'd, 
Pale Melancholy sat retir'd, 
And from her wild sequenter'd seat, 
In notes by distance made more sweet, 
Pour'd thro' the mellow Horn her pensive soul, 
And dashing soft from rocks around, 
Bubbling runnels join'd the sound; | 
Thro' glades and glooms the mingled measure stole, 
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Or o'er some haunted streams with fond 
Round an holy calm diffusing, 
Love of peace, and lonely musing, 
In hollow murmurs died away. 
But O! how alter'd was its sprightlier tone! 
When Cheerfulness, a nymph of healthiext hue, 
Her bow across her shoulder flung, 
Her buskins gemm'd with morning dew, 
Blew an inspiring air, that dale and thicket rung, 
The hunter's call to Faun and Dryad known; 
The oak-crown'd Sisters, & their chaste- eyed queen, 
Satyrs and sylvan boys were scen, 
Peeping from forth their alleys green; 
Brown Exercise rejoic'd to hear, 
And Sport leapt up, and veiz'd his beechen spear. 
Last came Joy's ecstatic trial; ” 


delay, 


He with viny crown advancing, 


First to the lively pipe his hand addrest, 
But soon he saw the brisk awakening viol, 

Whose sweet entrancing voice he lov'd the best. 
They would have thought, who heard the strain, 
They $aw in Tempe's vale her native maids, 
Amid the festal gounding sbades, 


To some uowearied mins: rel dancing, 


While, as his flying fingers kiss'd the strings, 
Love fram'd with Mirth, a gay fantastic round; 
Loose were her tresses seen, her zone unbound, 
And he, amidst his frolic play. | 
As if he would the charming air repay, 

Shook thousand odours from his dewy wings, 


O Music! zphere-descended maid, 
Friend of pleasure, wisdom's aid, 

Why, Goddrss ! why to us denied? 

Lay t thou thy ancient lyre aside ? 

As in that lov'd Athenian bower, 

You l-arn'd an all commanding power; 
Thy mimic soul, O nymph endear'd! 


Can well recall what then it heard. 
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Where is thy native simple heart, 
Devote to Virtue, Fancy, Art? 
Arigze, as in that elder time, 
Warm, energic, chaste, sublime! 
Thy wonders, in that god-like age, 
Fill thy recording Sister's page 
'Tis said, and I believe the tale, 
Thy humblest Reed could more prevail, 
Had more of strength, diviner rage, 
Than all which charms this laggard age; 
Even all at once together found | 
Cecilia's mingled world of sound 


O bid our vain endeavours cease, 


Revive the just desigus of Greece; 
Return in all thy simple state; 


Confirm the tales her sons relate! 
—— SES 


ON THE DEATH OF MR. THOMSON. 


| The scene of the following stanz is zupposed to lic on the 
Thames, near Rickmond. 


In yonder grave a Druid lies 
Where slowly wines the stealing wave; 
The year's best sweets shall dutcous rise 
To deck its Poet's sylvan grave. 


In yon deep bed of whisp'ring reeds 


His airy harp * shall now be laid, 
That he whose heart in sorrow bleeds, 
May love thro? life the soothing shade. 


Then maids and youths shall linger here, 
And while its sounds at distance swell, 
Shall sadly seem in Pity's ear. 


To hear the Woodland Pilgrim's knell. 
* The harp of £olas, of which tee a dexcription in the Carte of 
adelence, 
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Remembrance oft shall haunt the shore 
When Thames a +ummer wreaths is drest, 
And oft suspend the dashing oar 
To bid his gentle spirit rest! 
And oft as Eaze and Health retire 
To breezy lawn, or forest deep, 
The friend shall view yon whitening ® spire, 
And mid the varied landscape weep. 


But thou, who own'st that carthly bed, 
Ah! what will every dirge avail? 

Or tears, which Love and Pity shed 
That mourn beneath the gliding sail! 


Yet lives there one, whose heedless e 

Shall scorn thy pale shrine glimm'ring near ? 
With him, sweet bard! may Fancy die, 

And Joy desert the blooming year. 


But thou, loru stream! Whote sullen tide 
No sedge-crown'd Sistets now attend, 


Now waft me from the green hill's side, 
Whose cold turf hides the buried friend! 


And zee, the fairy valleys fade, 
Dun Night has veil'd the solema view! 
Yet once again, dear parted shade! 
Meek Nature's Child! again adieu! 
The genial meads + a8sigu'd to bless 
Thy life, shall moura thy early doom! 
Their hinds, and shepherd-girls shall dress 
With simple hands thy rural tomb. 


Long, long, thy stone, and pointed clay 
Shall melt the musing Briton's eyes; 
Oh vales! and wild woods! shall he say, 
In yonder grave your Druid lies! 
Richmond church, in which Me. Thomson was buried. 


+ Mr. Thomson resided in the neighbourbood of Richmond tome 
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DIRGE IN CYMBELINE. 
Sung by Guiderus and Arviragus over Fidele, zuppozed to be dead. 


To fair Fidele's grassy tomb | 
Soft maids, and village hinds shall bring 
Each opening sweet, of earliest bloom, 
And rifle all the breathing Spring. 


No wailing ghost shall dare appear 
To vex with shrieks this quiet grove, 
But shepherd lads assemble here, 
And melting virgins own their love. 
No wither'd witch shall here be seen, 
No goblins lead their nightly crew; 
The female fays shall haunt the green, 
And dress thy grave with pearly dew! 


The red-breast oft at evening hours 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 

With hoary moss, and gather'd flowers, 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 


When howling winds, and beating rain, 
In tempests shake thy sylvan cell; 

Or 'midst the chace on every plain, 
The tender thought on thee shall dwell. 


Each lonely scene shall thee restore, 
For thee the tear be duly shed; 
Belov'd till life can charm no more, 
And mourn'd, till Pity's self be dead. 
| | — 


SONG. 
The tentiments borrowed from Shakespear. 


Young Damon of the Vale is dead, 
Ye lowland hamlets moan : 

A dewy turf lies o'er his head, 
And at his feet a stone. 


His shroud, which death's cold damps destroy, 
Of mow-white threads was made: 

All mourn'd to see $0 sweet a boy 
In earth for ever laid. 


Pale pansies o'er his corpse were plac'd, 
Waich, pluck'd before their time, 

Bestrew's the boy like him to waste, 
And wither in their prime. 


But will he ne'er return, hote tongue 
Could tune the rural lay ? 
Ah, no! his bell of peace 1s rung, 
His lips are cold as clay. 


They bore him out at twilight hour, 
The youth who lov'd so well: 

Ah me! how many a true-love shower 
Of kind remembrance fell! * 


Each maid was woe—but Lucy chief, 
. Her grief o'er all was tried, 
Within his grave she dropp'd in grief, 
And o'er her W died. 


